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TO 
MY MOTHER 
AND 
MY LITTLE GIRL 
Wuo HAVE PAssED THROUGH 


THE GATES OF DEATH 


I 
INTO WHAT Do THE GATES OF DEATH OPEN ? 
“ Have the gates of death been opened unto thee ?”—Job 


XXXVlil. 17. 
II 


WHo HAs THE KEYS OF THE GATES OF DEATH ? 
“<I have the keys of death,”—Rev. i. 18. 


III 
THE RIDDLE OF DEATH 
“Whither goest thou ?”—John xiil. 36. 


IV 
THE HEARTACHE OF DEATH 
“Why cannot I follow Thee now ?’’—John xiii. 37. 


Vv 
THE STING OF DEATH 
“The sting of death is sin.””—1 Cor. xv. 56. 


| 
fnto what do the Gates of Death Open? 


Jos. xxxviiil. 17. ‘‘Have the gates of death 
been opened unto thee ?” 

Jos had been asking God by what au- 

thority God had been afflicting him so pain- 
| fully. God out of a whirlwind had replied, 
‘“‘T also will ask thee a few questions which 
if thou answerest me | in likewise will tell 
thee by what authority I do these things.” 

Whereupon God propounded in quick 
succession a series of twenty-five questions, 
not one of which Job could answer. After 
that examination, which showed Job’s utter 
incapacity, Job durst ask God no more 
questions. 


One of God’s unanswerable queries was, 
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‘“* Have the gates of death been opened unto 
thee ?”’ 

Death is a region of which we have never 
seen anything but the gate. Indeed so far 
as our senses inform us death is nothing but 
a gate. It is the portal by which our friends 
go out of life. It is an exit but whether it 
is an ENTRANCE to any place, experience can- 
not say. All we see is a doorway Set in a 
bank of fog. Is it all mist beyond that door 
as well as around it? or is the cloud a wall 
enclosing a world as real as earthP 

John begins the fourth chapter of his 
Revelation with the statement, ‘‘I beheld 
and behold a door opened in the sky.” 

There have been two occasions in your 
life when a door opened into heaven. 

The one was when from some sunset- 
rock you gazed on the cloud city built in the 
west and thought of the New Jerusalem. 

One beautiful spring I sailed by the isle 
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of Patmos, the locality of John’s vision. 
From the decks of steamers, from the top of 
the Parthenon at Athens, from the window 
of a railway carriage riding to the western 
coast of Greece, I gazed day after day at 
the radiant sunsets of the Mediterranean— 
sunsets with their great piles of cloud molten 
into liquid gold—sunsets for which Patmos 
is famous and at which | think John gazed 
evening after evening from the western 
rocks of his island prison. The time to read 
the book of Revelation is when the spirit has 
been lifted into glory by a sunset on the 
fEgean sea. Then your heart beats high 
enough to keep pace with the rapture of him 
who saw the apocalypse. 

The other occasion when you saw a 
door opened into heaven, was when the 
gates of death unclosed to let your well-be- 
loved pass through. 

You watched the gentle breathing become 
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imperceptibly shorter and slower until—it 
stopped. With hushed awe you saw a lit- 
tle life that carried with it your heart, disap- 
pear through a gate, and as you turned from 
the bedside to the window and gazed up at 
the clear stars in the winter sky, a door was 
opened, your darling passed through and 
the door was shut. 

Or in a foreign city as you stepped from 
a train after midnight you received the un- 
expected news of a death at home. All 
you knew that night was that you had had 
a blow. But next morning was Sunday, 
and when you found yourself in a side 
chapel of the cathedral where our beloved 
simple Presbyterian worship was con- 
ducted in English for visitors, and after 
sermon the congregation sang : 

‘‘Jerusalem the golden, 
With milk and honey blest, 


Beneath thy contemplation 
Sink heart and voice opprest. 
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“*T know not, oh, I know not 
What joys await us there, 
What radiancy of glory, 
What bliss beyond compare. 


“* And they who with their Leader 
Have conquered in the fight, 
Forever and forever 
Are clad in robes of light,” 


your voice was too choked to sing, but to 
your eyes full of tears the gates of death 
were opened and you saw the good land 
beyond. 

Blessed are they who cherish these rare 
experiences, who never forget the light that 
caine in a flash between the opening and the 
shutting of the gate. 

A blessing to all their friends are those 
mothers whose eyes ever after have in them 
the reflection of the smile of the Good Shep- 
herd as He entered that door carrying their 
lamb. 

Blessed is the memory of the brief vision, 
for, ever since, the door has been shut. 


You have been kept on this side, your dar- 
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ling on the other. The door has never 
opened to let you speak to her or even to 
let you see what sort of a place it was to 
which she had gone. From that night for- 
ward your gaze has been riveted on the 
Gates of Death through which you saw her 
disappear. To your repeated knock they 
do not open. They are locked and who has 
the key? 


I] 
Wibo has the keys of the Gates of Death? 


Rev. i. 18. ‘‘/ have the keys of death.” 

THESE words are the triumphant announce- 
ment made by our glorified Saviour, ‘‘] am 
He that was dead and behold I am alive 
forevermore and have the keys of death.” 

Death is a door into a cloud—but is the 
cloud black and forbidding, or has it the 
sun behind it, flooding it with glory? If I 
sat on one of the western isles of the North 
_ Atlantic and watched my friends depart 
through a door into one of those dripping 
mists which suggest nothing behind them, 
] might well go depressed through all my 
after life. But if their passing was through 


a door set in the side of such a radiant pile 
13 
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of clouds as some of you have seen as you 
looked from Vermont across Lake Cham- 
plain and saw palaces of glory above the 
Adirondacks, your remembrance of their 
going would be irradiate with golden light. 
Death is a door into a cloud. The puzzle 
of the ages is the unsolvable riddle, What 
is beyond that door? The Egyptians lined : 
the avenues leading to their cemeteries 
with rows of sphinxes. The smile on 
those stone faces is held rigid so as to 
give you no hint, and seems to say ‘‘We | 
know, but we will not tell, and you cannot 
guess. We guard the great enigma, What 
is on the other side of the gates of death?” 
Your own life will end abruptly in a gate 
sétinacloud. As you step through the gate 
what are you going to step into? The best 
‘known answer given by baffled man con- 
fessing himself foiled is the familiar ‘‘ Death 


is a leap in the dark.” By and by you will 
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be confronted by that door in the side of 
that bank of cloud. You will see it is 
about to open; as it opens you feel the 
suction of an irresistible wind; tell me is 
there no other voice you hear except that 
of balked reason as it cries just as your foot 
is drawn over the threshold, ‘‘ Now leap— 
into the dark!” 


“To drop headforemost in the jaws 
Of vacant darkness and to cease.” 


III 
The Riddle of Death 


JOHN xiii. 36. ‘‘ Whither goest thou?” 

ALways having lived in a land where I 
had a key that would open that door; never 
having witnessed a heathen deathbed and 
funeral with its despair; never having read 
much of pagan literature, or of that neo- 
paganism found in the writings of men in 
Christian lands who have lost the key of 
Christianity and slipped back into uncer- 
tainty; having officiated at four hundred 
funerals and at every one used the Bible 
key and unlocked the door and bid mourn- 
ers look in; having witnessed the gloom 
scatter before those rays of light; having 


myself always known that death was the 
16 
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entrance door to my heavenly Father’s 
home; I never realized how ignorant the 
world was about whither that door led 
until four years ago. Then I spent the bet- 
ter part of a forenoon in one room of the 
museum at Athens, the room which con- 
tains gravestones of pre-Christian times. 
Whatever the Athenian made was sure to 
be beautiful. His touch is always delicate 
and sensitive and tasteful. These memo- 
rial tablets are flat slabs of the beautiful 
white Pentelic marble, three feet by four 
feet, and carved in relief upon them are 
scenes of farewell:—a father and mother 
bidding good-bye to their daughter; a wife 
parting from her husband; a group of chil- 
dren looking wistfully after a mother who 
is leaving them. 
Two questions are on every face: 
- Whither goest thou? 
Why cannot I follow thee now P 
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On these imperishable stones the most 
highly gifted race that earth has ever seen, 
most gifted in intellect and in art, 2. é., in 

thought and its expression, have left all 
that their subtle dialectic could tell them 
about death. To them it was a door into 
a mystery. It was a door which separated 
loving hearts without clear hope of re- 
union. On most of the tablets the parting 
is indicated by a grasping of the hand as 
the one turns to go. The bereft one seems 
to say: 

‘‘ Thou and I have shaken hands, 


My paths are in the fields I know, 
And thine in undiscovered lands.’’ 


‘What hope of answer or redress, 
£ Behind the veil, behind the veil. ?” * 


How sad must have been those old Greek 
partings when they had no answer to the 
question, ‘‘ Whither goest thou P” 


Nor was there any hope of reunion. 


* The quoted lines are all from Tennyson’s ‘‘ In Memoriam.” 
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“For this alone on Death I wreak 
The wrath that garners in my heart ; 
He put our lives so far apart, 
We cannot hear each other speak. 


‘“In dear words of human speech, 
We two communicate no more. 


‘‘ A hand that can be clasped no more. 


‘* A vanished life. 
‘* A Joss forever new. 
** Silence till I be silent too. 


‘There sat the shadow feared of man, 
Who broke our fair companionship, 
And bore thee where I could not see, 
Nor follow.” 


O Athens, thou hast taught the world 
to think. We all sit at thy feet in philoso- 
phy, thou hast given earth the standard of 
beauty, thou art the authority of good taste, 
but when I bury my dead I do not come 
home to my library and take down the 
Pheedo of Plato,* and read the last words of 
Socrates as in that cell cut in the solid rock 
on Mars Hill, seated on his prison bed he 
talks with his disciples until the executioner 


* For this contrast between the Phedo and John xiv. see Phillips 
Brooks, ‘* The Influence of Jesus,” pp. 234-245. 
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brings in the cup of poison for him to 
drink. ‘‘That prison cell is one of the 
temples of man’s faith, one of the vesti- 
bules of immortality.” Yet when I go into 
a house from which one has just gone 
through the door in the cloud, I do not 
take that book with me. Why? Because 
tender, soff and™trich’ as“ itis,“ thendise= 
course is still an argument. It is a search 
after knowledge. It is a struggle of the 
intellect to prove immortality.” 

No, the page to carry in your pocket to 
the house of death is the page in John’s 
gospel on which is printed Jesus’ talk with 
His disciples during the night before He was 
executed. The world could better afford | 


t 


to lose all the priceless literature of Greece, 


than that one page. For it contains the 
keys to the gates of death. Jesus knew that 
His hour had come that He should depart out 
of the world. With desire He had desired 
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to eat a farewell supper with His twelve 
friends before He went. At the table He 
turns their eyes to the door into cloudland 
and .says, ‘‘I am going through it to-mor- 
row.” At once their hearts are filled with 
the sorrow and dread we know so well, and 
two of them put into words our bewilder- 
ment and our heart pain. It is Thomas 
who utters our ignorance about whither 
the gates of death lead—Thomas who 
found it so hard to take on testimony any- 
thing he could not see with his own eyes. 
Thomas saith unto Him, ‘‘Lord we know 
not whither Thou goest,” and Peter, ever 
eager to bring things to a crisis, equally 
eager to get at the exact truth, says, ‘‘ Lord 
whither goest Thou P” 

Jesus gave the reply that for eighteen 
centuries has flooded the cloudland behind 
the gates of death with golden glory—‘‘/ 
am going to My Father's. That door in 
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the cloud is the front door of My Father's 
house.” ‘‘Who is thy Father?” ‘He of 
whom ye Say that He is your God.” 

This one word satisfies all our quest after 
truth. Not another syllable isneeded. The 
Gates of Death are the front door of our 
Father’s House. We do not care to ask 
where it is or what it is like. It is our 
Father’s Home. 


IV 
The ‘tbeartacbe of Deatb 


Joun xiii. 37. ‘‘Why cannot I follow 
Thee now 2?” 

Bur death had not only baffled the 
intellect of the world, keeping its secret 
from the keenest minds, but it had been 
and still is breaking the heart of the 
world, by tearing away from us those 
whom we loved and who were our very 
life. And Peter’s heart utters this cry, 
““Why cannot I follow Thee now?” They 
could rejoice that Jesus was going to His 
Father’s, if only they could go along. It is 
the mystery of death that stuns our think- 
ing, but it is its rude tearing asunder that 


leaves the long heartache. Peter has voiced 
: 23 
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our question, ‘‘ Why cannot I go with Thee 
now?” 

Jesus’ answer is, ‘‘ Thou shalt follow Me 
later. Not now, because things are not 
ready. I am going to prepare a place for 
you. Have no doubts about there being 
room for you in My Father’s House. In it 
are many mansions. When I have gone 
and made ready a place for you | will re- 
turn and get you, for where | am to live 
there ye are to be also.” 

Death is not to end our friendship. It is 
only a brief absence, a little while, and 
then ‘‘ forever with the Lord.” 

If to Thomas He gave the key of truth 
which unlocked the gate of knowledge and 
told him what was beyond death, to Peter 
He hands the key of hope. Death is but a 
brief interruption. I can say to my dying 
friend not only, ‘‘ Farewell, for | know you 


will fare well ; adzeu, for | know you are 
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going a dieu, to God; good-bye, 1. e., God 
be wi’ ye, for I know that God will be 
with you, since you will be with Him; but 
with glorious hope shining through my 
tears I will say au revoir, to see you again.” 
Thank God for that sentence of Jesus, ‘‘/ 
will see you again.” John xvi. 22. Au 


revoir—till we meet again—at Jesus’ feet. 


‘In the midmost heart of grief 
My passion clasps this secret joy. 


‘Less of sorrow lives in me 
For days of happy commune dead, 
Less yearning for the friendship fled 
Than some strong bond which is to be. 


“T sleep 
Encompassed by God’s faithful guard 
And hear at times a sentinel 
Who moves about from place to place 
And whispers to the worlds of space 
In the deep night that all is well.” 


V 
Che Sting of Death 


1 Cor. xv. 56. ‘‘ The sting of death is 
STS 

Tuomas has by his question gotten for us 
from Jesus an answer which is the key to 
the outer gate and we know that the gates 
of death are the entrance door to our 
Father’s House. This admits us to the ves- 
tibule. Peter has obtained the key to the 
second door, and we know that the separa- 
tion produced by its shutting behind our 
friends will delay us from them only a little 
while. This introduces us into the hall-— 
way, at the further end of which we see a 
third door leading to our Father’s presence. 


When Jesus said, ‘‘ Whither I go ye know 
26 
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’ 


and the way ye know,” it sounded as if 
they were to find the way alone. In terror 
of being left to find the Father's House 
and Jesus’ whereabouts in it, all by himself, 
Thomas protests, ‘‘We know not the 


’ 


way,” and won for us the third promise 
which guarantees our safe arrival, ‘‘] am 
the way, no man cometh unto the Father 
but by Me. I will come again and get 
you.” 

This is just the news we were begin- 
ning to need. For the more clear it became 
to us that our dead ones had gone to live 
with God, and that our hope of meeting 
them was that we too should become in- 
mates of God’s House, the more did a new 
wall of separation rise between us and 
them. How shall / go to God’s House? 
Wherewithal shall / appear before God? 
Who am / that / should dwell with the 


holy God? I'am a sinner, | cannot go to 
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God until my sins are washed away. This 
instinct is true. Over that inmost door of 
God’s House there is written, ‘‘ There shall 
in no wise enter anything that defileth.” 

ou cannot go in without a wedding gar- 
ment. 

Thomas was right. We know not the 
way by which a sinner can be admitted 
into God’s house. But listen to Jesus’ an- 
swer, ‘‘No man cometh unto the Father of 
himself. No man is fit to come. No man 
cometh but by Me. ButI am the Way 
unto the Father. I am the Lamb of God 
that taketh away sins. I am the new and 
living way.” You have liberty to enter into 
the Holiest by the blood of Jesus. You 
know that it was through that blood that 
your dear ones reached heaven. 

The riddle of death is our ignorance, the 
heartache of death is our separation, but 

the sting of death is our sin. The riddle 
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has been answered. We know whither 
our loved ones have gone. They have 
gone to God. The heartache of regret, at 
times leaps with the hope of reunion, 


“*In the midmost heart of grief 
Your passion clasps this secret joy.” 


And then comes the sting. It is all well 
with them and if I were a different man I 
could see them again, but I—I am a guilty 
sinner. 

Yes, my brother, that is exactly the 
trouble. The real barrier that will separate 
you eternally from your beloved is your 
guilt. It yawns between you two an 
awful chasm, a bottomless pit, a great gulf 
fixed—an abyss of blackness of darkness. 
But let me tell you—That chasm is not 
unbridged, Jesus ‘‘hath appeared and put 
away sin by the sacrifice of Himself.” 
Even a poor sinner like you can obtain a 


wedding garment as a gift and it will make 
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you altogether meet for an inheritance 
among the Saints in light. The saved in 


heaven 


** Confess 
If these robes are white as snow 
*T was the Saviour’s righteousness 
And his blood that made them so.” 


Ask Him to cleanse you from blood- 
guiltiness, to wash you. He will, for He 
said, ‘‘Him that cometh to Me I will in 
nowise cast out.” If He washes you, you 
will be whiter than snow. ‘‘ The. blood 
of Jesus Christ cleanseth from all sin.” 
‘‘Though your sins be as scarlet they 
shall be as white as snow, though they be 
red like crimson they shall be as wool.” | 
There is a way unto the Father's House 
for you. Jesus is the Way. It was He that 
took your loved one there. Ask Him to 
take you. 

‘‘Death is a very successful teacher of 


that faith we all long to possess: the con- 
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viction of the Unseen. Let one of our flesh 
and blood bid us good-bye and pass within 
the veil and reason surrenders the place to 
love. A young child with Christ does 
more to illuminate the other world than all 
the books that ever have been written, and 
it has often come to pass that, at the touch 
of this unseen hand, hard and sceptical men 
have arisen and set their faces toward God, 
for the hope of seeing again a golden head 
on which the sun was ever shining.” * 


* Tan Maclaren. 


PATE PUP aa 


FS 


ws anes LY 


= 
7 


GAYLORD 


| PRINTEOINU.S.a. 


1 1012 01048 5128 


